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nA On Sunday morning, sweets for breakfast are traditional with us. a 
Ellen, Sally and Susan march out of their bed rooms and grunt at me a eaten ics 
in of-the fact-that-I have been up for an hour and have driven 5 miles to get 
blueberry tarts for them. On this particular morning, it was raining and 
I humped over my coffee so the fumes would penetrate to my brain and make 
x the day a little brighter. Minger our Siamese cat was atixfinffx a big ball 
with no feet as he watched the raindrops EREA off a puddle on the patio. 


i gaa : 
È “noco, our burmese cat couldn't take any of it-esd was pasetentes 3) curled up 


on his back with his feet and Kills chin in the air. 


I 


x 


The girls burrowed through the Sunday paper, found the funnies and griped ` 


A 


about who could read them first. The loser stomped over to the television sht 
oo m 
and jerked the button om while I narrated a xkexk story about a daddy thxtxkalt who { 
turned on his daughters like a mad dog when they hat bugged him before his 
had time to reach 
coffee remeket his brain. It was all lost in the clatter of the raindrops so 
I hunched over my coffee again and stared xtxiix into space emg with Minger. 
Mother came in, stared at the rain, picked up the coffee I had poured tor Ar, 


found what was left of the papers, 2-7 
shuffled back to the bedroom to hibernate. The girls 


ARR S veta ere ane oem om or aw a a co 


, . rotated between the funny papers and the television and the blueberry tarts 
|: and when my coffee was gone I pried myself from the chair and went into the 
garage to find some task to take my mind off the weather. This was our day 
to hop in the car and go someplace, but the chancexx to do tet today midnkkx 
Sends as dim as the weather. 

I fixed the pump that filtered the pool, straightened the workbench, 

and got together some odds and ends for the trash barrel when the mistress of 
the house came in. "Look," she saint said. A tomatoes end=orsiges are ready 


meal 


a fommby Homestead." ‘At certain times of the year, after the growers have < 


L- 


picked their fields, they put notices in the paper and the public HeNIFUst 
heap and pick their own for a fraction of the regular cost. This is the 
signal for an army of men, women and children to take up their bags and form 
into long, loose convoys of cars that head southward from Miami to invade the 
fields in search serra ripened goodies. When we do this, we usually make 
picking and 
a day of it ambae seeking out and buying anything else that looks reasonable 
and fresh. "That's nice,"I said "but my hip boots have xx holes in them’ 
"It's clearing up", she said. "You and the eels can go and I can study for 
my exam tomorrow". I looked outside, and sure enough, it was clearing ad 
I called the girls. 

Ellen wanted to bring her friend Kim, so she got on the phone while the 
other two griped that they couldn't bring their friends. I told them they 
didn't have any friends to bring and probably warmt never would if they didn't 
stop acting like beasts of the jungle. "Your sister is aitmost a teenager," I said, 
"ahy don't you act like her". souttsemusimncimct Susan pointed out that 8 was 


thadborax 
a difficult age xempmunimixkyxkx and that her troubles were compounded by 


Sally's extra two years which made her act like she was a princess, or something. 
| I pointed out that an 8 year old skull and wm a 10 year old skull were about 

| the same thickness and that when two such skulls were brougnt sharply together 

i} 4, that the pain would be equally transmitted through mth both. Ellen seid 


. that Kim could go, so the search for shoes, combs mwd toothbrushes and bags Aegon . 


and began 
I lined up my ragged little army the count down on the necessities that 


must accompany any safari into the hinterlands. The usual things were missing, 
beginning with the smiles. Collecting the everyday ordinary things always turned 
out like a search for the nest of a trumpeter swan or a passenger pigeons The 
missing articles xxs were usually faked in some way with statements like "yea, 
it's over there"or it's already in the care These hollow allusions KraxE 
were meaningless to a battle hardened veteran like me, however, SO the search 
continued until a missing shoe and a were found and duly presented for 
verification. With a final sweep of the arm and a painful grimace x% I ordered 
my troup into the ear and we headed southe 

We picked up Kim who was supposed to be finishing her breakfast while we 
were getting ready and I was astonished when she was waiting for us in her 
driveway. Things were looking up. We had no sooner cleared the residential 
area where Kim lived when we saw a girl on a horse up ahead of us alongside the 
road. Somebody ordered me to slow down and as we passed the horse and rider 
the comments came crisp and unmistakable. “Is that her horse?". "Yea, that's 
her horse". “How come she has a horse?". . "Yea, she's too fat to ride a poor 
horse". “I hope bhe falls off". “Ihope the horse throws her off". The comments 
were natural. If kexa there's anything that crew worshiped, it was horses. 
I was so sick of hearing about horses kk that I couldn't even watch westerns on 
TV anymore. They never could become obsessed with something practical like 
tropical fish or even flowers, so I had to endure pictures, etc. etc. and worst 

never ending 
of all comments about horses Everytime we passed one on the road, itcwasq2ike 
I thought they were going to faint. I couldn't imagine what they would be like 
when they became teenagers and changed their aff ection to long hair and blazing 
musice A 

We finally passed out of it of feam the huge beast and its "rat" rider 


and I gritted my teeth and resolved to divert their attention if I saw anymore 


y 
coming upe We passed a dense thicket of trees and bushed where he used to 
pick grapefruit that was wild and showed down because there was a tomato field 
next to it. But the tomatoes were not ripe, so we sped up again and continued 
farther along the road. As we drove along, I pointed out the various kinds of 
crops that filled the fields on either side of the road. As I rattled out 
a chorus of 
pole beans, squash, spinach, cabbage I got miftimbdysrkk nyechs™, "nicks" 
most of what was 

and "ughs". It seemed that they hated mon yddcigoctadomas alive and edible 
and only the Snuitodkxass oranges, avocados and grapefruits met the test. I 
pittied the poor farmers if they were growing the wrong crops roa if they depended 
on the juvenile market for a livelihood. 

We turned east on Chrome Avenue and soon passed a fruit stand that was 
overflowing like a cornocopia with 
ynrstingxzpoooh Jucious gold, red and green fruitse The girls were all 
eyes and stomachs and the clamour began to slow down and buys I had to think 
fast, sol pointed out that prices there were high and besides, there was no 
sport to picking fruits and vegetables out of a basket. There was somethings 
Sxuxkd rewarding, I said about going forth upon the earth and gleaning natures 
bounteous harvest with nner hands. The girls said that they we were 
hungry, so I told them to shut up and drove One 

We finally spotted a number of cars parked along the road and a sign that 
said "tomatoes y U-pick". The sign also said ngg a pound", eg looked 
good to mee The farmers wwe were very nice, and kakio pointed us to the 
part of the field where the tomatoes were best, so we jounced along a dirt road 
until we were opposite the spot. The girls burst out of the old station wagon 
like a covey of quail, and I had to xrxmonsheak bellow at the top of my lungs 
to get them to come back to get their pags» When -I got them together again, 
I instructed them in the fine points of tomato pickings "Now you pick the green 
ones", I said, "because if we pick all red ones they will all be ripe at the 


seme time end then they will rot before we can eat them all". I knew I had 


made a misteke the moment I said it. "Dad! they pleaded, "we want to pick the 
red ones". "All right", I said, "this is what we'll do". I looked around 
to see if there were any a and lowered my voice. n'l tell you 
what we'll do", I said. mhen you find a nice, juicy ripe one with no worm 
holes in it, eat it". Feeling benevelent, but knowing I wasn't really fooling 
anyone, h continued. "You can g0 ahead and put in one with a little red on it 
too, will you?". 
every now and then", I said. "Try to put ina few green ones ADOAMRXIRENY 
xikixyenitx Before I could say anything else, they were wpemlingxnt ic 
pounding B&% across the field like axbunch: ot jaainatnive-withr bees -Caying-in. 
Ahe-winds” jackrabbits at the annual spring kp hope 
They followed =my-instrvetions 
Everything went along pretty well for a while. The bags were neglected, 
of course, while they slurped and gobbled up meer dnimapcecxascech all of the 
eligible tomatoes in sight. There were the usual small problems such as 
Sally catching Susan in her row and“Ellen catching Sally in her row and once 
I heard the inevitable screech as one of them bit a worm in half. At one point, 
I made a head count and found myself one girl short. I thought this would 
in time to see 
happen, so I immediately turned zix away from the tomato field souixsax Susan 
sneaking into a nearby tangerine orchard. “Just chasing a lizard, Dad", she 
grinned, but I noticed that she 
adtbpdndadonenticenxthetoshs kepb well out of reach as she zipped pack into 
the tomato fielde 
The tomatoes were plentiful, so we stopped to exemine the catch to 
make sure we had enough mixiha of them in various stages of ripeness. In 
spite of the attention to eating and lack of attention 1 ywerkxhonexk the task 
at hand, we had done reasonable well, so we folded the tops of our bags and 
walked back to one of the roadways that cut through the field. I remembered 


the 


wy old days when I used to work on a farm back in Wilmington Delaware, so I 


staged a dramatic vibion that left the girls speedhless. T-picked=-up-e— 


I carefully chose the biggest, ripest tomato I could find and slowly squashed 


it together with both hands. The girls'eyes were popping as I explained that 


in spite of the awful way it looked, mocxpexctemmim washing your hands with 

a ripe tomato would make,them as clean and soft as the best beauty soap ever 
made, I pte the mess together through my fingera as though itxymrednirri 
axharxmfcsmapx I was using soap and then flicked off the pieces of seed and skin 
that remained. "Now watch when it dries", I said. It didn't dry very fast, 

and I had a few anxious moments while I wondered if maybe Florida tomatoes 

were different from Delaware tomatoes, and after all, it had been quite wæw 

a few years since I tried that trick and maybe my memory was faulty. But the 
difference was in the high Florida humidity and although it was slow, my hands 
finally began to dry and"presto", old Dad was right all the time. This was more 
than enough for the girls and aan to find the proper hand-washing variety 


must have been something 
of tomato. There nasxxansthinoommikimyxaket "icky" about the business, though, 


t they all 
because warkxatxtham "squinched up"their faces as they ground the ripe fruits 
through their fingers. They were losing confidence fast, so I told them to wave 
their arms around and their hands would dry faster. This they did and the 
doubtful little faces became brighter and brighter. Their pense eco felt so 
great, and smooth and neat that Sally started to look around for a tomato with 
wek which to wash her feet. I told her that nobody had ever tried to do that, 
ané besides we had to gaxfio>amxexangexgeexex leave because we still had to 
find xekexeamupiaee a grove where we could buy some oranges. Sally said she 
would fsxk forget the idea if I would let them climb abig a big pile of crates 
tha Fams piled in the middle of the field. This seemed like an easy out, so 
I grunted for them to hurry up. žixwasxx They were soon perched on the top of 
the pile like ax starlings on a telephone wire. Naturally just sitting there 


wasn't good enough, so I had to liven it up for them by throwing tomatoes for 


each one of them to catch. As anyone could have predicted, they soon began to 


throw them back a little harder end faster tka each time they caught ones 
‘There's something primitive and irrestible about throwing tomatoes, SO I must 

“admit that I was speeding up things a little, too. I tried a whole handful at 
once, since I had the supply cornered. -mi was boo mich=of-a-chaltenge=forthen” 
It became obvious to them that they could throw tomatoes a lot faster if they 
had more tomatoes, so they broke ranks and tumbled down off the boxes. I was 
soon hopelessly outgunned, so I picked up my bag and joked sex eke 
Riskbounning tried to remember how they taught me to do broken field running 
back during the war days» I should have know better. 

On the way back to the car we saw a big chicken coop so we stopped to 
investigate. It was a commercial egg-laying operation and there must have been 
hundreds of chickens running around in the huge shed. We saw the feeding 
troughs, the stalls where the hens leid the eggs, the lights that would make 
them lay all night long, and a rat hole. We discussed the rat problem, how they 
ate the grain and stole the eggs and possibly might even kill a chicken now 
and then, Susan became very xearexnetbahexk worried about the chickens so 
she hunted around and found some stones and plugged up the hole where the rats 
were getting in through the screene 

Before we got to the car, we passed a bunch of thiek high, thick weeds 


with clusters of seeds on their tops. There was a flock of finches jamming sitting 


on the stems npsidexdmm chattering away as they pulled at the seeds. Some of the birds 

f were hanging upside down as they cracked the seeds with their beaks .anshkx 

I explained that this peated a ae way for some finches to feed 
asxtkeyxetienxhadxtox as the stems often bent under their weight end datas 
essy they didn't have to keep their balance in this positione 
The girls were glad to see that the finches had plenty to eat because we all 


‘ c s 


had plnty of tomatoes for us to eate 
A nice couple, that we thought were Mexicans mik weighed the tomatoes 


for us and we drove off to fimè look for the orange grove that had been adverti¢ed 


in the paper. We made a wrong turn on Silver Palm Drive and went easth 
instead of west. As we drove along looking for a place to turn around Susan 
spied a big kan rubber tree and begged me to stop sh she œuld climb it. 
winning the argument 
Ellen, Kim and Sally joined in and put on the pressure. I was xkiticargwingx 
when I found a place to make my turn and then I had to pass the darned tree again 
and I began losing ground. I saw some boxes along the road with some jars of 
honey on them, so I promised that we would come back after we found the oranges 
and get some honey and climb the tree. This calmed them down, so I got a chance 
~“to=think-whether-I- was” Stil tieaded_insthe-right-direction-or-not.. 
to unscramble my thinking and make sure we were still headed in the right 
direction. 
Fi some 
‘ We crossed Chrome Avenue again, bumped across the railroad tracks 

neatly kept 
and found our orchard a half a mile farther on. There was a minmipxkepk drive- 
way between lush rows of trees loaded with kxixktxmxangesx big juicy looking 
oranges. At the end of it we found a small stand with bags of oranges on it 

hopped 
and a whole truckload of them to one side. We kayæt out of our station wagon 
and two huge sheppard dogs got up and walked very purposfully over toward use 
I froze in my tracks wondering whether I should try to make it back to the car 
or to climb an orange tree. I figured if they started to eat one of the kids 
it up the tree. s 
I might have time to make mumxnxxthexmxhexx The girls, of course, took one 
look at the brutes and stormed up to them like they were Santa Clause and his 
those-huge- _ 
reindeers. After they stroked-every hair on xhwix bodies-and-scratched-their 
earsy>the-Little finished rubbing down the monsters and massaging them behind 
at 
the ears they shreaked Zax me to come meet their new friends. I could have 
killed them. I knew that if stupcat their new "friends" smelled the fear that I 
De the Kove 


felt for them they would immediately attack and render ne like a school of 


pirhamas. The girls were looking at me, the dogs were looking at me, the 


@ 


tes 
ee looking at mey I felt like my feet were stuck in qùick sand. I learned 


at that moment, however, that there are other fates worse than death in its most 
ugly form. Something was expected of mee The whole world expected ity xma 
I had to do it, and I did. I took one step,and then another and then another. 
This was that moment of truth that all men mst meet sometime mexnihemoden 
in some place when there is something to be done ana simply because it mst 
be done and for no other reason. I felt like zs a stiff legged puppet whose 
legs were being manipulated from another planet. The inevitable happened, of 
course. I ran into a lashing mass of tongues that would have melted a hole 
through the side of a battleship. Sheppards are such slobse 

The oranges were wonderful and I bought a whole hox of them. The man was 


of the girls a great big orange 
very kind and gave each gicbapaxyrmaiigxeange just for herself. I 


thought this was strictly great, but I noticed that the little 'gluts were eyeing 

every orange on every tree until we again hit the open road and got out of the 
The girls began eating oranges like they mre were peanuts :nd there was a... 

grove. Ave decided to continue on toward the west to see where the road went. S 


It didn't go far. The macadam soon gave out and we found ourselves beating out 


a tattoo along its rravel extenstion. The country changed and instead of 
the dense gfeen orange groves, avocado tives and palm trees there was 
auixxhigh high waving grass that extended to the horizon. We were in the 


everglades. That was enough for me, but Sally proclaimed that as long as we 


were there we might as well hunt for sx "sliders". I found an intersection where 


gravel roads came together and Susan and climbed up on the roof of the wagon to 
look for canals whiz where the turtles might be while Miss Slider Hunter sat im 


tha inside and ate oranges. I didn't really care too much about’ Sliders’ amt 

so I stood on the car roof and enjoyed my view of the "glades". But Susan rained 
~<was-=enjoying my view of-the "glades",- but- Susan “had-to ruin-everything 

everything by lying on kexx her stomach and poking fun at the gitls in the 


car,upside down through the rear window. I directed her to climb down and we 


retraced our steps eastward this time away from the barrenness of the waving 
s the - 


araca ond the haunte af heti dowel 
d 


/0 


The trip back to the greenery we had left was eventful. We had fun watching 
for the orange peels that we had tossed out the window and we stopped to watch 
a mother horse with her colt. The mother kept pawing at the ground axpaxenkix 
to get at the grass undernéath a xamf palm frond that had fallen off one of the 
trees. As she scraped the branch, it would flip up in the air and the colé 
would shy away from it as though it were a snake. 

We saw some large avocados on a stand alongside the road and stopped to 
look them over. A sigh said to"blow your horn"Zsxsmrxkes for service, so we 
tooted ujtil a girl came ża running up. We picked three nice full fruits and 
were on our way. The girks wee were quiet for sometime after that. Finally, 
one of them spoke for the group. "Gee" she said, "I wish I lived on a farm 
like that with all those trees to climb and everything". This was Susan's cues. 
"Don't forget that rubber tree, Daddy", she said. How could I ever. 

On the way to the rubber tree, we saw a pxxmmlbog peacock crossing the road. 
Sally wanted to stop and pull some feathers out of its tail. I explained that 
the bird probably belonged to someone in the vicinity and that they would prob- 
ably not be happy about having a peacock without a tail. Besides, 1 explained, 
the peacock itself might take exception to such an overt act and peacocks were 
big birds and could probably get bal nasty about the whole thing. 

This seemed logical enough, so we mmmtiomex proceeded onward in search of 
a rubber tree and a honey stand. When the large tree hove into view, all four 
girsl wanted to cligb it immediately, but I pointed out that it was on the 
property of the farmer who owned the honey stand and that we should get his 
permission before we went aloft. 

We went up to the door of a house nestled among the trees behind the 
boxes with the hmmy jars of honey sitting on them. We had a wonderful chat 
with a lovely lady aud sae us akixxkoxtxhonex a little about the honey and then 


the old gentleman who ran the orchard came out of the house. He was a most 


A 


T grandfatherly type with a pith helmit and a wide friendly smile that 

/ the girls identified with immediatély. The girls asked him about some cats they 
had seen near the house, so he took us over to see kis them. The girls petted 
them and he told us how thax his cats kept getting hit by cars because he lived 
ZF close to the road. The girls told him lucky he was to live on a farm with 
xkiokens chickens and all that, so he took us axmuut in back of his house where 
there was an old hen with xx five small downey chicks. One of the cats was 
crouched on ax the ground eyeing the chicks and the grower teld us that the 
cat didn't have a chance of catching th chicks because the old hen always 
had her eye on him. 

We went back to the honey stand and the grower got a bunch of spoons from 
the house and let us taste each of the different iinds he had. He explained 
about EE wild or cultivated Flowersthat each kind of honey came from, 

We picked out a jar of honey that mwa we all liked and then the grower let 
us taste pieces of several different kinds of grapefruits that he raised. 
We slushed them down and decided that we liked the white kind the best. Then 
he cut up several kinds of oranges and we sam thoughtfully sampled each of them. 
We rejected a "tangelo" that was deross between an panes and a tangerine. 

Ci paray He showed us a giant avocado that weighed about three pounds and told us 
about some of the difficulties he had in shipping fruit up north. 

The girls washed their hands off Bic a hose and then migrated to a 
set of swings alonglide the house. I had a nice discussion with the old gentle- 
man and then it was time to go, so I called the kids. We were just piling into 
the car cies remembered the rubber tree. The grower lit up like a 
Christmas tree. "Your girls clim, he mks said. "Come on, and I'll tell you 

keeping a weathered eye out for approachinng.., 
c Se ¿< about my tree". He led us down the road,&éprotecting us fnamxthexcars like a 
| mother hen. He told us a story about his son “ho had many E ago clifibed 


the old tree and had gotten stuck high among its branches. Being a good father 


_and a tree climber in his own right, he had shinnied the heights and had rescued 
his son from certain starvation within the folds of the leafy giant. He told us 
that he once had donated it to a new park that was being developed, but even at 
a tender age, the tree had been too bég to haul away. 

History notwithstanding, the girls attacked the er yitik 
like a pack of squirrels that had been too long earthbound. In no time, , they 
were scooting along branches high above the ground. They kept challenging me 
to find them among the foliage and I must admit it was difficult to tell the apes 
from the tree. I was having a nice discussion with the grower when I looked 
down at my fect and saw an owl pellet. This was something that I was sure the 
girls would "dig", so I told them to come down and see something real neat. 

This was fine with Susan as she had to go to the bathroom anyway, so they all 
took the cue and shinnied back to earth. 


(( continue on next page)) 


